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NNN NINN INI 


"IFs all in good fun, man! What are you jealous?" Lars asks, giggling as he walks out of the room. 
Why does he do that shit? He knows how much that kind of thing get's to me. He knows it. 


Am | jealous? Little fucker. Go on and laugh, Lars! I'm not the one that's gonna be labeled a fag by the music 
world. Go on, Lars. Kiss Kirk. Grab his crotch. Better yet, why don't the two of you just suck each other off at 


the next show we dol 


"Good fun my ass." | mutter, kicking the garbage can with my boot. | feel a little better when | hear the 
satisfying ping of it clunking to the floor. 


Running a hand through my hair, | flop down onto the couch. 
"You're so uptight, Missekat!" he told me, smiling that cute little pixie smile. I'm not jealous. l'm not. 


l'm not at all jealous that Kirk is flighty enough to shove his tongue down Lars’ throat in public and not be 
questioned. That Lars is loose enough to let him. That Kirk can jam his hand down Lars’ pants for a photo 
shoot while | try to look away, act like | don't care. 


Why do | act like | don't care? | shouldn't have to act. | don't care what the two of them do. | don't care if 


Lars gets excited when Kirk touches him like that. | have no desire to know that bit of information.. 


No desire at all. None. Zip. Nada. l'm just gonna act like | don't care. Scratch that, | don't care, no acting 


involved. 


Banging my head against the back of the couch, | let out a long growl. It makes me feel better, but not by 


much. 


"I am jealous," | admit to the empty room, sighing. | spend a few minutes pulling at my hair, taking deep 


breaths. 
| have an idea. It's stupid. Its ballsy. It's not very well thought out, but it could work. 
I'm gonna regret it. 


It will be worth it. 
JOB EEEE EE EE E 


It doesn't take me long to find the corridor he's in. Just follow the Danish cadence of speech, which is lightning 
fast by the way, and you've found him. 


| watch him for a little while. He's doing an interview. Chatting away to a tall blonde, smiling when asked a 
question, snorting after he gives the answer. He's adorable. | hate it. | love it. Well that didn't make too much 


sense.. | hate that I'm admitting it, | love that he.. is adorable? Hell | don't even know anymore. 


| lean against the wall that's behind the tall blonde and the camera guy that is with her. | don't say anything 
just listen as he talks. 


"So was the little display you and Kirk did out there a hint to the general public?" she asks him, flirting with 


him. | have to swallow the growl that threatens to emerge from my throat. 


| hear that little snort, l'm just out of his line of view. "Ya know.. people basically take things at face value..and 
umm.. Well really it doesn't matter!" he laughs. "Basically whether | tell you Kirk and | are just friends, or if | 


tell you Kirk and | are fucking each other through the mattress, it doesn't matter. People are gonna believe 


what they want to believe." 
| move myself so | can see him clearly, and | see him shrug his shoulders. He'll spot me soon, he always does. 
"But that's not what | asked." the girl says, bet she wasn't expecting the answer she got. 


"Well. Sorry, but for the sake of entertainment that's the only answer you'll get!" His eyes wander a little bit, 


and inevitably fall on me. His smile widens and despite my nerves | can't help but smile back. 


| walk over to him and put my arm around his shoulders protectively, not that anyone would notice that part 


of the gesture. 


"Hi, James! Care to add anything to this before we wrap up?" the blonde asks me, smiling that sickeningly fake 


smile. She shoves the mic in my face and | smile at her then down at Lars who is watching me expectantly. 


| look into his eyes, those pretty deep green eyes. He cocks his head to the side when | continue staring at him, 
his eyes twinkling. This is my chance. 


"Actually | do." | look to the camera and suddenly wish it wasn't here, but | won't let it stop me. "Just wanted 
to clear something up for you and the viewers." | grin evilly at the camera, then my eyes soften as they turn 


back to Lars. "Lars isn't fucking Kirk through the mattress." 


Lars smiles and | let my arm fall from his shoulder to his waist. Leaning down | press my lips gently against 


his, and feel his body stiffen against me. | pull him closer, keeping my grip loose. 
He pushes up on tip toe and kisses me back, soft and sweet. His hand cups the side of my face and | wrap 
both my arms around his waist, smiling when his lips part under my own. The kiss isn't needy, and it's not 


complicated. 


It's gentle and knowing. This isn't what him and Kirk have been doing. This isn't what he and | have done with 
groupies. This is something special. Something important. Something that's ours. 


| vaguely hear the bimbo ask her camera man if he's getting this moment. | hope he is. | want this on film. | 


want this memory forever. 


Lars pulls back and catches my bottom lip between his teeth before his hands grip my shirt, pulling me closer. 
An eternity later, we part. Resting my forehead against his, we gaze at each other. 


There's nothing in this moment that matters except us. The interviewer, her camera man, her shrill voice 


directing him, all means nothing. 


| look over my shoulder and see Jason, looking a little shocked, but smiling. 


"Jase you think you could..?" | nod towards the camera man, and smile when Jason get's my drift. He takes the 
camera from the stunned guy and pops the tape out, the broad yelps about that being illegal and Jason 
retorts that he'll gladly pay any fine. 


| feel small hands rubbing up and down my chest and | look down into those eyes again. Lars. His panting, his 
shaking, his twinkling eyes and promising smile. That.. that means not only something, but everything. 


He grins at me and whispers, "You done acting like you don't care now?" 


END 


